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REMOVAL. 


THE PUBLICATION OFFICE OF VANITY FAIR HAS BEEN REMOVED TO THE 
BUILDING, 


116 NASSAU STREET, 


BETWEEN ANN AND BEEKMAN STREETS, NEW YORK. 
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A NOD THAT OUGHT TO BE AS GOOD AS A WINK TO THE BLIND HORSE. 
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According to Act of Uungress in the yearise2 cy Lows BH. Srgpuxse in the Clerk’s Uftice of the District Court of the Uuited States tor the Southern District of New York. 
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THE BOOK OF THE DAY: | 


’ 
4 
: THE NEW EDITION 


OF 


! 


UNDER CURRENTS | 


IS READY THIS DAY. 


ON SATURDAY WILL BE READY 
ST. LEGER, 
A ROMANCE, 


By the author of ‘‘ Undercurrents.”’ 


mo. $1 3. 


G. P. PUTNAM, 
No. 532 Broadway. 


THE WHOLE YEAR 


FOR 


$1.00 


MERRY 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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, | 
MERRY | 


VANITY FAIR. 





THE SOLDIERS’ 
BULLET PROOF VEST | 


Has been repeatedly and thoroughly tested with Pistol Bullets at 
10 paces, Rifle Bullets at 40 rods, by many Army Officers, and is 
approved and worn by them. 

It is simple, light, and is a true economy of life—it will save 
thousands. It will also double the value and power of the soldier ; 
and every man in an army is entitled to its protection. Nos. 1, 2, 
and 3 express the sizes of men, and No. 2 fits nearly all. 

Price for Privates’ Vest, $5. Officers’ Vest, $7. They will be 
sent to any address, wholesale or retail. 

Sold by 
MESSRS. ELLIOTT, 
No. 231 Broadway, N. Y. 
And by all Military Stores, 
Agents wanted. 





PHOTOGRAPHIC ART GALLERY. 
No. 411 BROADWAY, corner of Lispenard street, N. Y. 


CARD PORTRAITS—beautifully finished—four for $l—one dozen, $2. Old Daguerreotypes copied, 


| 


MERRY |rae youne Forks uKe| 


MERRY| MERRY’S 


werry|MUS EUM 


‘ Better than any other Dollar 
MERRY Magazine, because it contains 
. the best Stories, Instructive 
. Articles, Illustrations, Puzzles 
etc. 


PARENTS LIKE MERRY'S 
MUSEUM. 


MERRY 


Because it adds to Home Plea- 


MERRY 
MERRY Eeatthiul moral tone. 


TEACHERS LIKE MERRY’S 
MUSEUM, 


MERRY 


Because it teaches children to 


MERRY studies by Special Articles 


pertaining to their lessons 
It is just the thing for a 


enlarged, and painted. 


TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION. 
TO VANITY FAIR. 
One Copy one year .+»» Postage unpaid secsovceenéeases $2 50 
is = and ‘‘ Artemus Ward Letters,.........+ ve —y : q 
Two Copies one year (to one address).. paid.. 


Five Copies one year (to one address) eee 
One Copy one yearand Worcester’s Ills d Q’rto Dictionary 








“ 


Advertising Rates ot Vanity Fy) 
Title Page, 50 cents per line, Occupying 
the space across the page. 
Title Page, $1.50 per line, acrogs the 
Second 25 cents, Page, wide columr 


“ *« 10 cents, narrow Colum, 
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Gres MUSICAL By 

DEPOT. M. J PalLLay 
Importer, 21 Maiden Lane, N. y¥, : 
sale the most extensive assortment i 
country, at prices varying at Two, 1, 
Hundred and Fifty Dollars, each play 
2,3 4, 6, 8, 10, 12, 16 and 24 airs, 


BEAOTIFUL TOY BOXES FOR CHign| 
| BOXES TO SUIT ALL AGES AND Tagg 


| Call and examine them! 


Fine Gold and Silver Watches Chay 





Three Copies one year and Worcester’s [lls’'d Quarto Dictionary,......--+--++e+eeeeeeeee 
BOUND VOLUMES. 


Single Volume Postage paid 
Three Volumes and copy of paper one year, books prepaid only... 
Four Volumes and Copy of Paper, one year, books prepaid only,...........+.+ 
Three Volumes 66 -" “ (to Calitornia) books prepaid only... 
Four Volumes a és e a6 e ae 
Remittances must be made in Gold, New York or Eastern Currency, or other Currency at New 
York par. Seal all letters securely, and address plainly to 


LOUIS H. STEPHENS, Publisher for Pr-prietors, 
No 116 Nassau street, N. Y, 


- LITTELL’S LIVING AGE. 
1862. 


‘ How completely the plan of this wor is adapted to all the changes of the times has been shown in 
ne Rest year. Without encroaching upon the space necessary for reprinting the choicest articles 
rom the 


FOREIGN REVIEWS, MAGAZINES AND JOURNALS, 


upon the other literature and topics of the day, a few pages every week record, for present edification 
and future reference, the Spirit of the 
WAR OF OUR GREAT REBELLION. 
We hope that before the end of 1462 we may be restored to communion with many friends and 
**fellow-countrymen”’ (as Judge Pettigru, in Charleston, has just called us) in the South—men who 
have been forced to submit to the conspiring minority. We long to testify to this venerable and 





| distinguished patriot, and to all who hold like faith, how dearly we prize the bonds which connect us 
} with them, and how lovingly we shall receive them to our hearts when ‘‘this tyranny shall be 


think, and aids them in their | overpast.”’ 


| It is hardly necessary to say much to the readers of THe Evenrnec Posr about the plan and execu- 


tion of THE LIVING AGE. Both have been highly commended by 
CHANCELLOR Kent, Justics Story and PRESIDENT ADAMS ; by Prescott, Bancrort, TICKNOR, 


° ‘ 7 | rt 
MERRY Holiday Present. The Forty-| ang many othereminent men ; and especially by the 


third Volume commences Jan- 
u 


trait of Aunt Sugin the Jan- 
MERRY ary number. 

me Dollar a Year. Single 
Copies Ten Cents. 


J: N. STEARNS, 
Publisher, 
111 Fulton street, N. Y. 


MERRY 








‘ 
' Pain, disease and exposure, with a hot 
} climate, muddy water and bad diet will be 
' unavoidable, but armed with ~ 
; LOWAY’S PURIFYING & ST ENGTH 
* ENING PILLS you can endure all these 
* and still retain good health. Only 25 cents 

per Box. 220. 


ARD & PARRY, PUB- 
LISHERS, BOOKSELLERS 
I rters, (Successors to H. W. Derby. 
oat eendway, ts selling their own Pap 
* ications, together with all the current mis- 
cellaneous issues of the day at partly re- 
ed prices. 
eeres publish the following: 
POPULAR BOOKS OF WIT AND HUMOR, 
The Widow Bedott Papers, 12mo., 


cloth, . 1 00 60 
Mrs. Partington, by B. P. Shillaber, 1 00 60 
The Sparrowgrass Papers, 1 00 60 
Riley's Humors of the West, _ 10060 
*Brougham’s Humorous Irish Stories, 1 00 60 





Prentice’s Wit and Humor, 1 
Letters of Jack Downing, 12mo., 1 00 
* Jack Downing’s Yankee Stories, 100 


ary Ist. 
A fine Steel Engraved Por- | 


jute Slimmens’ Window, 1 00 60 | 


| Epirors oF TH& EVENING Post, 


who have from time to time given praise to it. 

| It contains as much matter as four of the Great Reviews and Blackwood’s Magazine; avoids all 
their dull and local articles; and combines in One all the best matter of twelve quarterlies, nineteen 

| monthly magazines, and ten literary and political weekly journals. The last are not the least; for 
they have enlisted writers of the highest ability, and have the freshest commentaries upon the books 
and history of the times. 

To subscribe to the LIVING AGE is economical; for here you have the whole pith and essence of 
all the Great Periodicals at the price of one of them. No clergyman or other Professional man who 
has read it rem will ever be willing to give it up. No Family able to appreciate it will remove 
it from the Centre-Table. No young Man who desires to improve his mind and his position in Society 

| ought to do without it, if he can afford to pay for it. 
It makes 52 numbers, four large volumes, a year. 
The price is Six DOLLARS a YEAR, and we send it FREE oF PosTAGE. Address 


LITTELL, SON & COMPANY, Boston. 


| _ IMPROVED GUTTA PERCHA 
Gutta Perch 
CEMENT Am SXWRRRGIA CEMENT, 


mu: \ 


| ROOFING feiss NORMAN ROTDEAAGA FOR preserving 


It is water-proof, ROO! LEA KY METAL 


d 7 
Costs only about ' Old JOHNS & CROSLEY, jm Rd Wi. 
one-third as Roofs of all kinds SOLE MANUFACTURERS. NOT CRACK IN COLD 
much as parts of the coun- 78 WILLIAM ST., WEATHER. 
Tin try with full di- 
, 





| 
| 











AND IS TWICE Send for a Circular NEW YORK. 
AS DURABLE. i Zerms Cash ! 


OHNS & CROSLEY’S AMERICAN CEMENT GLUE, FOR 

CEMENTING WOOD, LEATHER, GLASS, IVORY, CHINA, MARBLE, 

PORCELAIN, ALABASTER, BONE, CORAL, &c., &«., the only article of the kind ever produced 
which will withstand water. Liberal terms to Wholesax Jvalers. 


PRICE TWENTY - FIVE CENTS. 
JOHNS & CROSLEY, Sole Manufacturers, 
Wholesale Warehouse, 87 William st., cor. Liberty. 











and sent to al OR RUN IN WARM 


| 
rections for use, (cos. 12B5RE¥ St.), Agents Wanted. 


Cash. 
| MUSICAL BOXES REPAIRED, 
| 
} 


Fowler & Welli’ 
JOURNALS, 


Enlarged and Improved. Pria 
Increased. 

Postmasters, Clergymen, Teachers, asi 

ers, are requested to act as Agenk 


and get Clubs for our Journals 
THE ILLUSTRATED AMERICA 


| 
| 


PHRENOLOGICAL JOURNAL 
AND LIFE ILLUSTRATED. 
WATER-CURE JOURNAL, 
A GUIDE TO HEALTE. 
These Journals commence new rit 
with January and July, and have be 
larged. giving now in each 


24 PAGES MONTHLY, INSTEAD if 





TERMS, IN ADVANCE: 


! 

| Single copy, monthly, one year... 

| 

| Ten copies, to separate addresses, ifte 

| BITEM cece cccecveecceessvecesscsriml 

| 

| Any person sending Five Dollars ft 
copies, will be entitled to aN ExTi 
GRATIS. Add six cents a year forest 

| scriber in the British provinces to pit} 

; age. Specimens sent free. 


| 

| FOWLER & WELIS, 
308 Broadway, New Ya 

Agents wanted everywhere to sl! 


publications. Send for our Wholesit 
and Confidential Circular. 


TEAM JOB PRM 
INGESTMABLHISEM, 
44 ANN STREET. 





CHAPIN & McKAY, 
| «VANITY FalR’’ PRINTE 
Newspaper, Book, Job and Card 


neatly executed, on the most 
terms, and with dispatch. 
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PIETY AND POCKETS. 

The most sublime mystification seems to prevail among weak- 
minded philanthropists, concerning the Object of the War. We 
had fancied it a simple thing enough: The Maintenance of the 
Constitution and the Laws ; a most excellent object, and eminent- 
ly worthy of the blood and treasure that have been poured out so 
liberally by the people. 

But there be those who see very different results to be gained. 
Some think that this is the Object : 


But we beg leave to differ most emphatically. The Gorilla of the 
cotton-field is doubtless an interesting creature, ethnologically 
considered, but his comfort and recreation are not worth the dis- 
bursement of over a Million per diem, and the slaying of the very 
flower of our generation. : 

Nevertheless, he must be taken into the account, indirectly. 
At Port Royal, Massa ran away, and Curree remained. He 

athered the then growing cotton, received and spent the wages 
_— him therefor, and is now naked and hungry. Qu’ a faire ? 
He mustn’t starve. We don’t owe him anything. ‘There is no 
work for him. Get that into asyllogism if you can, and send the 
deduction to General Burter without delay. The question has 
sorely puzzled our military and our governmentai rulers. 

Pious people, however, are different from other people, and what 
baffles the science of governors and warriors, is as plain as the 
Pentateuch to AminADAB SLEEK. It does not surprise us, therefore, 
to learn that Amnapas has settled the whole Port Royal Contra- 
band question, vastly to his satisfaction, and is at this moment 
throwing dust in goverumental eyes, with a view to getting official 
recognition and assistance. 

As the Nigger at Port Royal is hungry and cold, it is proposed to 
save his soul. AMINADAB Can save it, if Government will let him 
....and pay him for it. That seems to be the rub. Government 
wants AMinADAB to stand the shot, offering him free transportation 
and army rations only. 

Pending this, AMinapAB has invited Young Men, generally, to 
examine the brilliant chances presented. Meetings are held, and 
collections taken up....we don’t know for what, precisely... .and 
finally, a number of the Young Men appealed to present them- 
selves before a dreadful Committee of Examination, who are to 
decide whether or no they can save the Nigger’s soul without cost- 
ing AminADAB anything. 

“ Are you a Baptist ?’’ ask the Committee. 

If not ‘* what church do you belong to ?”’ 

If none, you can go. 

Next, ‘‘ Could you teach a Sabbath school ?” 

And finally, ‘‘ What rate of remuneration do you expect ?”’ 

‘ The Young Men who pass this examination favorably are very 
ew. 

It has occurred to us to know some facts connected with indi- 
vidual cases. A physician, a man of capacity, and one generally 
acknowledged to be a valuable person for the work of managing, 
directing, and taking care of the contrabands, was rejected because 
he ‘‘had once belonged to the Presbyterian Church, but either 
they were too fast for him or he was too fast for them, and he had 
not kept up the relation.’ 

Another man, perfectly honest and capable, ‘‘ had never taught 
Sabbath school, but thought he might.’? He was rejected because 
he was not a church member. 

As this gentleman retired, he fell into conversation with an 
accepted candidate, who told him that he, the successful one, 
“came near making a baulk of it.’’ He had got along bravely 
till the question about remuneration came up. Hesitating, while 
thinking what he ought to receive, he saw a clerical friend on the 
Committee winking at him. ‘O,’’ said the candidate, ‘‘I care 
nothing about remuneration. That is not my object.” He passed 
at once. 

Now then ; this philanthropic gang wish Government to pay 
Twelve Hundred Dollars per annum to its Committee, as remunera- 
tion for each young man who goes out to save souls. The Com- 








mittee, however, will fix the salaries of the soul-savers ‘‘ according 
to ability.” Who pockets the balance ? 

The following extract from Secretary Cuash’s letter to the Gov- 
ernment Agent at Port Royal, shows how Amrnapas is working, 
and the danger there is of his success : 


‘It is understood that an association of judicious and humane persons 
has been formed in Boston, which may act in concert or be consolidated with 
a similar association in New York and other cities, and that, through the 
agency of these associations, or one of them, persons may be employed to 
proceed, with the sanction of the government, to take charge of the aban- 
doned plantations under the general plan suggested by yourself, and which is 
fully approved by this department.’’ 

‘* You will. herewith receive copies of orders addressed to the Quartermaster 
of New York and the General commanding at Port Royal, directing that trans- 
portation and subsistence, with all other proper facilities, be afforded to the 
persons thus engaged...... it being understood that compensation for services 
to be rendered will be made by the Association, while subsistence, quarters and 
transportation only will be furnished by the government, unless Congress shall 
otherwise provide.”’ 


Now, we respectfully pray Congress not to ‘* otherwise provide.” 
Your genuine old Clerical Swindle is the worst of all, and unless 
this canting scheme of hypocritical philanthropy is carefully 
sifted, a sore abuse will be perpetrated upon the charity of the 
People and the Government. 
SS ee ee 
THE AMERICAN LIBERTY BIRD TO THE BLACK 
EAGLE OF AUSTRIA. 

My Dovsieracep Coz,— 

From your cindery hue 
And split-chicken figure, cut half way in two, 
I’m sure in some broil—you’ve had many a one— 
You must have been spatchcocked and much overdone. 
In fact from War's Gridiron you've come many a time 
With your wings badly burned and your body all grime, 
And the wonder to me is, my gravyless bird, 
You are not charred to ashes—it is on my word. 
Nap the First, you know, gave you particular fits, 
In fact carbonadoed you—see Austerlitz, 
And Hungary had scorched your singed limbs to a coal 
Had the Czar not prevented, she would on my soul. 
Napo.eon the Third next went in with a will, 
And didn’t he give you an elegant grill ! 
Still basting your carcase till blacker than sin, 
Your back-bone gave out and your gizzard caved in. 


Now tell me oh! ornithological guy 
Done brown as you are—no, done black, by-the-by— 
Is it meet that you send from your infamous nest 
A kestrel to harry the plains of the West? 
Think you Mexico’s Eagle will, heron-like, droop, 
Whene’er this young « yas thinks proper to swoop? 
Will she fall at the fue of a popinjay king 
With her beak in the dust, a poor panic-struck thing? 
Or stoop as she stooped in the good days of yore, 
When Hispania’s twin eagles she drove from her shore. 
She’ll fight—she’s unhooded, beware of the cast, 
3elieve me old guy she’s in earnest at last, 
And I'll back her up if her watchword is war, 
To the last fiery bolt in my thunder-armed claw. 
So let the young eyas, if prudent, be dumb, 
For he’ll come by the worst if he’s not Maxi-mum, 
Shut up you old coot now, and don’t be absurd, 
Yours—you know I can lick you— 
Tas Liserty Brrp. 

a we nn a 
**Requi-ccat in Pace.” 

‘*Ha! Death again in tl. Senate?” exclaimed the Youncsr, 
in a voice of stern sorrow. ‘‘ The daily sessions of that august 
body have of late been‘interrnpted by a singularly frequent recur- 
rence of this calamity !” 

‘*Eh? what calamity? Whose light is quenched now, good 
youth I prithee ?” anxiously demanded the Exper, suspending the 
inhalation of a goodly snuff-pinch. 

‘* Alas! venerable friend ;” murmured the malicious Younasr, 
‘*the Congressional Report here sayeth, that yesterday, just as the 
Senate wers about to accomplish something of importance to the 
crisis, it was officially announced that—‘ the morning hour had 
just expired |” 

‘* Now, by the plagues of Egypt!’’ cried the Expgr wrathfully, 
‘*thou deservest for this that I should strike thee on the mazzari !” 

But the Youncrr abode not the stroke. 
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LOUD TALK. 


Parrot Gun (to Powder-Keg )—‘* Wut, Sim, AND WHAT BRINGS YOU HERE ?”’ 
Powder- Keg —‘‘ Ou, Sin, 1’M Just COME TO SET THE BALL GOING !”’ 


A “Saw” Reset. 


Mr. Sumyer’s persistence in Presenting 
Emancipation petitions daily to the Senate 
has suggested to us a notable improvement 
in an old adage, which we recommend to the 
honorable Senator and others ‘‘ of that ilk.” 
We may also call the attention of writing 
masters to the same, that it may be hence 
forth ‘set as a copy’ for the youthful mind 
to dwell on :—Taus—Emancipation is the 
thief of Time! 


a 
An Irish Diamond. 

A Chicago paper says that a number of 
prairie hens have just been sent from that 
city to England, and that they are intended 
for the ** Royal Hennery.”’ 

Upon this an Irish friend of our remarks, 
that ‘‘ he thought Hennery the Eighth wag 
the last of the Royal Hennzatzs.”’ 





Sofa Talk. 


* Gzoraes, dear,” asked Lity, as she wiled 
away a sunny hour of the honeymoon with 
a Persian romance ; * Ggorag, dear, what is 
the City of Mosques ?’’ 

‘* Moscow, my love,” replied Gaoras, who 
is a young man of superior culture and 
retentive invention. 

ates Tata 
‘*‘ Thro’ a glass, darkly,” 


Young Firz-Boozy says, the chief differ- 
ence he sees between a poor U. 38. soldier 
and himself, is, that the soldier goes into his 
Winter quarters, at the expense of the Gov- 
ernment, whereas his—Firz B’s—Winter 
Quarters all go into him, in the shape of cock- 
tails and similar, at the expense of the 
*¢ Governor.” 





| 
' 








SUNDAY SENSATIONISM 


Vanity Farr learns from the New York Daily Times that Rev, 
Heney Warp Buecuer, the celebrated “Star” Divine, twice brought 
down the house by his performances on Sunday evening the 9th 
inst. In a general way there is no harm in bringing down the 
house. In fact it is rather a good thing to do. But this was the 
House of God. Mr. B. took his ‘* cue’ from the 62nd Chapter of 
Isaiah, and judging from the sensation he produced, must have 
* topped his part.’’ The Times says 

‘The conduct of Russia was contrasted with that of England, France and 
Spain, so as to draw forth a loud outburst of applause ; and when he spoke of the 
probability of an American blocking of the European game in Mexico, there was 
a second round of enthusvastic concurrence ’’ 

The substitution of cheering, clapping of hands, and stamping, 
in other words of * loud outbursts of applause’ and ‘* enthusiastic 
concurrence’’—for the usual monotonous quiet which prevails in 
places of worship during divine service, must have had a jolly effect. 
‘*The Lord is in His holy temple, let all the earth keep silence 
before Him’ seems to be considered a scriptural Old Fugyism by 
the lively Apostle of Plymouth Church and his worshipful merry- 
men. It might be appropriately parodied for that Uproarious 
Institution after this fashion : “ Tae Star preacher is on his clerical 
Stage, let all his clacqueurs clacque before him.”? Shades of the 
Pilgrims! What would the stern religionists who built the first 
Plymouth Church have said to such clap-trap? Vérily the man 
who ‘‘ keeps his eyes and e1rs open’’ would soon have had his 
mouth shut in their day. ‘To use aclerical expression borrowed 
from the black-leg vocabulary, his ‘game would have been 
blocked.” 

If this sort of thing is continued at Plymouth Church, the 
Brooklyn Academy of Music may as well be closed. It cannot 
stand the Sunday competition of its unlicensed rival. What is ‘*[ 
Puritani’’ to a dramatic performance by a ‘‘descendsnt of the 
Puritans?” or the ‘‘Anvil Chorus’’ on the stage to the stamping 
of two thousand feet, and the clapping of two thousand hands in 
the auditorium of a meeting house ? 

Vanity Farr has private as well as public reasons for complain- 
ing of these Sabbath harlequinades. Motley in the pulpit on 
Sunday interferes with the week-day interests of a humorous pub- 
lication. 








AN IMPORTANT LETTER. 


Dear Vanity Farr —Here are a few questions—have you got 
the answers ? 

I. Is it proper for an old lady, at whom a saucy street boy has 
thrown a snowball, to pursue the offender with a view to handing 
him over to the police, or ought she first to hunt up a policeman, 
with a view to getting the boy arrested if he can be found? 

II. Suppose several saucy street boys were to fire at an old lady 
simultaneously from different points and then ‘‘ peg off'’—which 
culprit had she best offer to wreak her vengeance on? 

I{I. If an old lady were by some means or other lucky enough 
to lay hold of a little recreant snowballer, would civil and 
moral law justify her in shaking him, say four times, pulling his 
hair and ears, or boxing the latter, uatil he hollered? 

IV. Would an urchin of the nomadic order be at all likely to 
resort to personal vivlence himself under such circumstances, and 
punch the elderly dame in the nose, or paint her peepers ? 

V. Does the temptation common to youth to throw a snowball 
at an old lady arise from the fact that an old lady is an excellent 
target, or from the fact that throwing snowbualls is bully fun? 

VI. Was there ever an instance of an old lady being massacred 


by a party of malicious snowballers ? 
Poramvs. 


Rerty— We have sent for Superintendent Kennepy, a respect 
able old lady from Brooklyn Heights, and a Bowery boy of eight 
Winters. We intend to have them hear Poramus's queries and 
settle them definitely if possible befure the next snow storm. 


Poramus is requested to be patient. 


PVanity Fair. 





Only a Hint. 


By late accounts from the South, we are informed that the 
retreating Rsbels intended mvking a stand at a place called Skid- 
away, near Sivanoah. ‘Takiag into consideration the speed 
hitherto displayed by the army of the South in progressing back- 
wards, however, we should say that Scudaway would be a more 
appropriate name for the place in question. 
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A WONDERFUL ESCAPE. 


FTEN, ere 
now, goose 
pimples have 
risen on the 
skins of the 
brave. The 
flesh of men 
of iron has 
been known to 
creep. Valor 
sometimes 
oozes through 
the palms of 
persons over- 
flowing with 


it. 
New York 
was in a funk. 
The Merrimac 
was reported 
outside. It was supposed she would turn the commercial empo- 
rium inside out. She had breakfasted a la fourchette on the Cum- 
berland, dined on the Congress, and es we bad no such tubs to 
throw to the whale she was expected to sup on the Epire City. 

What opposition could we offer to this Colossus of Roads, steam- 
legged and iron-booted? The outer forts might have done some- 
thing, but the guns were in a sweet condition, being honeycombed. 
Some semi-lunatice suggested that the cannon of the half moon 
battery at Governor’s Island might be able to beat «ff the iron 
intruder, but on inquiry it was found that what had been taken 
for Dablgrens peeping out from the embrasures, were only 
“ quakers.’’ Nothing could be done, and was done accordingly. 
Meanwhile night was coming on, and the prospect darkened. 

The panic increased! Marine Assurance went up; popular 
assurance went down. The value of vessels in the harbor declinea 
to that degree that the owners would have given MorGan twenty- 
five per cent to take them at half price. The great ship-owners, 
anticipating the fate of their craft, began to pray. The Board of 
Commerce broke out into a cold sweat, and the Board of Under- 
writers became hysterical. The night wore on dismally. 

What could be done? Several solid men of great strategic skill 
proposed to tear down the Sandy Hook Pharos and block up the 
Narrows with the materials—thus at once putting out tLe light 
and obstructing the passage—a manceuvre sometimes practised with 
wonderful effect in domestic life. 

But there wasn’t time to do it. The ‘iron monster’’ was 
reported below. This might have been satisfactory had she not 
simultaneously been reported as coming up. This being the case, 
the ‘‘ Great Interests’ had nothing for it but to sit shuddering in 
the dark, waiting for daylight and destruction—which they did. 

Providence was considerate enough to disappoint them. The 
reported ‘‘ monster’’ turned out to be the steamer S. Low, a very 
Slow concern indeed, which brought the pleasant intelligence that 
the Monitor was believed to be pitching merrily into the Merrimac, 
and about the same time the lightning announced a thundering 
hole in the rebel Ironsides. As soon as the result of the action 
was known, the re-action was beautiful. The erected hair of the 
metropolis subsided. The teeth of the commercial world no 
longer chattered. Marine Assurance recovered its check. Shipping 
— ordered its flags up from half mast, and shouted *‘ who's 

raid !’’ 

The entrepdt of the Western world was saved; so was Jersey 
City ; so were Weehawken, the Navy Yard and Srevens’s Battery. 

It was a great moral triumph. But Heaven forbid that the 
courage of our merchants should ever again be subjected to such a 
terrible test. We were within an ace of a stone blockade ! 


—_ 


‘Glass put in,” &c. 


Jerr. Davis hes proclaimed martial law in and around Rich- 
au “tag Norfolk, and charged one Winpgr with the execution 
ereor. 
It is possible that a bright look-out may be kept for a while 
from this rebel Wine, assisted by the fast fading light of treason. 
But we trust it will not be * for long.’’ Our advancing ermies 
wil] soon, we hope, deprive the traitorous Wiper of his ‘‘ sash,’’ 
telieve him of bis ‘‘ panes’’—we should say pains—and replace 
them by the better ‘‘frame’’ of constitutional law and order, and 
the clearer “‘ lights” of loyalty and liberty. Amen! 
a nS Ne 
Motto for a dish of ‘‘ Smiling Potatoes.’ 


Simper Paratus ! 








LETTERS FROM THE PEOPLE—No. 9. 
From GENERAL PRICE. 


Vanity Farr.— 

Dear Sir :—On second thoughts I won’t take the trouble to date 
my letter, as in all probability—if 1 don’t get shot—I shall be two 
or three hundred miles south of this by the time it reaches you, and 
dates are not of much account with one whose habits are so ex- 
ceedingly migratory. But I have long considered it a duty I owe 
myself to address you, as I have a natural wish to stand well 
before the world—though I confess I don’t stand well before that 
part of the world commanded by Gen. Hatieck—and V. F. can 
put me en ra~port with it. 

About the beginning of the campaign I was seized with a 
serious disorder of the liver—which my physician informed me 
had turned entirely white—and was assured by him that in travel 
alone could I hope to find permanent relief. This he strictly 
enjoined should be combined with exercise of a vigorous kind, 
such as running, etc. With death—and the Union forces—staring 
me in the face, you won’t think it strange I should have obeyed 
orders—uniting patriotism with gymnastics as I best could, and 
meanwhile proving the natural courage of my heart by issuing 
the most valiant ard trumpet-tongued proclamations. These 
moving appeals—for they have mostly been written on the run— 
are before the world. 

‘Ihough my liver continues obstinate, I have at least been per- 
mitted to gratify the longing which has possessed me since child- 
hood to see my native land. I have passed over portions of ita 
trifle too hastily for careful observation, but still—having traversed 
80 vast a tract—I am enabled to verify my original surmise, which 
was to the effect that it extended over a considerable portion of 
the inhabitable globe. And I am happy to inform you that I can 
also testify to the truth of the saying, that travel expands the 
mind. For now, I see what asses we have been; and I confess I 
should be glad for one to get back into the true fuld, by houk or 
by crook—a means resorted to by FLoyp with a contrary purpose ; 
for then, with other advantages of the change I should be enabled 
to travel more at leisure, and thus, by choosing my own times for 
exercise, facilitate my recovery. I shall embrace the first decent 
pretext for surrendering. As the way is rough, and my horse—on 
whose back I am writing this—begins to stumble, I must close— 
though not with the enemy. 

Exercise or death ! 


PRICE. 
a = 
AN ARTISTIC SHELL. 


An army ¢ flicer asserts that, during the fight at Roanoke Island 
a Mr. Scwextz, an artist on the staff of one of the New York illus- 
trated papers, remained sitting on a log, sketching, under the 
hottest fire from Fort Defiance. His coolness did much towards 
inspiring our troops. , 

Much as the conduct of Mr. Scuett is to be admired, it can be 
truly said that it is an unusual quality for any Shell to remain 
cool under a hot fire, and it is therefore but reasonable to infer 
from his not going off instanter, that he had been charged not to 
do so by some tampering Government contractor ; for it is well- 
known that many of our shells have been found filled with sand, 
while others had such imperfect fuzes that it became necessary to 
refuse them. As to the confidence with which our troops were 
inspired by this phenomenon of a shell upon a log, they doubtless 
believed the latter to be a harmless counterpart of the ‘‘ counter- 
feit presentment’’ of a rebel gun once found on Munson’s Hill, 
and the shell, of course, likewise a wooden one. Hence, appre- 
hending no danger, they kept their courage up. It is to their 
credit, however, that they did not flinch when they afterwards dis- 
covered the difference between the great pine-log gun, and the 
destructive guns of Roan-oake. 


omens —>— — 


“Sweets to the Sweet.” 


‘‘ Sugar Creek! O! name most fitting!’ cried the Younerr 
gaily, drepping another Jump in his tumbler. 

‘* It may be so,” quoth the Exper ; “ but by this light! 
not the relevancy 

Sir,” put in the Younoer quickly, ‘‘’tis most fitting, since 
when Curtis poured upon the Rebels of Price thereat, these 
melted straight away !” 

‘* Now, out on thee for a malapert boy !” growled the Exper, 
taking his flip at a single draught : then he added, with a twinkle 
in his grey eye,—‘‘ 'Twas the stir-up Curtis gave the rascas, that 
caused their sudden dissolvence |” 

‘* Anan !” murmured the Youncer, under his breath. 


I see 
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THE WONDERFUL ECONOMY OF WOODEN SHIPS! 





ABOUT SOMEBODY. Probably, Congress will now try to patch up matters by voting, 

‘¢ We suppose ourselves to be violating no confidence,’’—as the the money for the metal ships; but that will not bring back the 
editors of the dailies diurnally remark—when we adapt to present | Cumberland and its dead, nor the Congress and its dead, nor all the 
circumstances a well-known passaze from Hupreras, and say : wooden ships and their dead that may yet go up into the air and 
“ Ah ; ’ down into the deep, before provision can be made for meeting iron 

me! what perils the tar environ with iron. 
Whoee ship is not well eased with iron.” There was a fat old driveller, once upon a time—an overfed and 

Such a craft was the unhappy Cumberland ; such, also, the ill- overpaid old imbecile, who rendered himself infamous to all futurity 
fated Congress ; such, also—how many more and their names we | by neglecting to lock the stable door until after the burglarious 
are at present unable to tell, as our clairvoyant young man is | abduction of the charger entrusted to his charge. 
suffering from weak second sight, owing to cold caught by him To that fatuous numskull Somebody is analogous ; and we shall 
while peeping through the windy keyhole of the Future. not be very much disappointed if Somebody doesn’t like the com- 

Unless Somebody is a promising pupil of the sulphureous peda- parison. 
gogue known as the Father of Lies, Congress, rather than the If it was the Senatorial Committee that threw over the project 
Navy Department, is accountable for the loss of these ships. | of iron-clad ships, Old Fogyism stalks rampant through the land, 
Somebody states that the Secretary of the Navy long since applied | and squats at Washington. The pursuivant of olden time—and 
to Congress for $15,000,000, to be expended in the construction of | What a motley Old Fogy was he !—used to say that “metal upon 
iron-mailed ships—gun-boats, rams, batteries, cheese-boxes, any- | metal is false heraldry:” perhaps our Old Fogies at Washington. 
thing you choose to call them. Somebody proceeds to say that | take that for a principle—but what say you, gentlemen, to metal 
Congress—the Senate, we believe—threw the proposition over- upon wood ? 
board, as if it was a shell, with a fuze instead of an oyster in it. Everybody wants to know, now, who Somebody is, but the only 
Congress No. 1 could not see the necessity for providing against a | indication we can at present give of his entity is, that he persists 
possibility so possible as the Merrimac, and so, poor Congress No. 2 | in doing Nobody good between the Navy Department and the 
suffered for that wilful and woful obtuseness, and unhappily came | Senate, as Anybody may see. 
= for the ‘‘blowing up” deserved, how much more richly! by ~—_ 
the gossipping old godfather who gave her a name. . 

Had Congress, or Somebody—the Senate is a Body and considers What recembt — Pe = corenees nasal abuts Gand 
itself Some—not tripped up the obvious project of ships-in-armor, | Gonsor in a tel aie off 2 a 
both the Cumberland and the Congress would now, in all probability, 3 th Pt h a thew h m th tall enter. % the 1 
have been something better than the mere rubbish they were ee ee ee ne eee oe GUeye 
when the Merrimac shot them down to mend Hampton Roads. —- 
bers + Somebody—has the — > Se sacrificed Isn’t it Surprising ? 
when the Cumberland went down to answer for. Suffering justly ar ; ; 
for its sins of omission, the Senate will forever be haunted by the _- ~ eee Se ers Seas Ne Grates 

: a Wellesly way, nobody thinks of comparing him to the Duke of 
phantom figure of the shattered Congress—a dread, wooden appari- | Wellington ! 
tion, staring horribly with its flaming and blood-shot dead-eyes, es 
as it gurgles up from its kelson these remarkable words : ‘‘ I died ee 
for want of Iron, because you were close-fisted with your Gold A “Ration”-al Adage. 
you slack-jaw land-lubbers !’’ ‘None but the brave deserve the fare !’’ 
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LOUIS NAPOLEON COOKING HIS POT POU 
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OUR WAR CORRESPONDENCE. 
Lstrer FROM Mc ARONE. 


Wasuinaton, March 18th. 


Dear Vaxiry :—I am both surprised and shocked by the con- 
demnatory judgment of the Congressional Committee upon my 
actions and the motives thereof. 

All I desire is to vindicate myself, and make Government beg 
my pardon. This is easily done. ...maybe. aps 

It is alleged that I bought muskets without locks, and paid high 
prices for them. The following note will show whether 1 was 

in so doing, or not : 
at . DEPARTMENT OF THE West, Jan. 20. 


Dgar Mac :- The Rebels threaten us, and we must have more 
men in Kentucky. Send me 2,000 men just for appearances. It 
will intimidate the enemy. ‘Truly Yours, 

Syooxs, Colonel. 

It will be observed that these men were wanted ‘‘ just for 
appearances.”’ What good are gun-locks in such acase? Ata 
little distance, muskets look exactly as well without. Yet the 
Committee censure me for not sending arms that could be used. 
To be sure, the men were defeated, but can you expect a General 
to be always successful ? 

As for prices, muskets without locks are properly ‘‘ arms,’’ and 
arms are worth money. $22 apiece was what others paid for 
‘“‘arms,”’ and I paid no more for these. 

About the spoon business; what if I did pocket spoons out in 
Tennessee? It was a military necessity. This telegram, from a 
highly respectable gentleman. of New York, will throw some light 

he transaction : 
—? New Yorg, Jan. 28. 

Dear Mc Arnone :—Old silver is in great demand. Have you 
any? Bacay Jos. 

It is unjustly charged that I ran away from the enemy at Snag 
Swamp, in Kentucky. It is false. My troops did not run at all. 
They rode in the baggage-wagons, The reason for the retreat was 
strong enough, I should think, to satisfyeven a Committee. Here 
is a literal copy of the Rebel officer’s dispatch to me : 

Svaa Swamp, Monday. 

Generat Mc Arnone :—Sir; if you do not evacuate this village 
in two hours, I shall shell you out. 

Sr. GzorGENDRAGON, Gen. Com’g. 

Now, I wonder how the gentlemen of the Committee would like 
to remain in a little town of wooden houses, when it was about to 
be shelled. This message I consider as imperative. The Com- 
mittee be blowed. 

Among other trifles bitterly complained of and magnified, is the 
fact that I broke open several Kentucky banks and carried off the 
specie without giving account of it to anybody. These letters of 
mine to different individuals, will prove how absolutely necessary 
the movement was: 

a 
Kentucky, Feb. 10: 

Dear Lincoun :—Can you lend me two dollars till 4th of July? 

If so, send, pre-paid, by mail. 
Mc Arong. 
Il. 
Smita Brorners :—Gentlemen ; your bill came to hand yester- 
day. I can not settle at present, for want of money. 
Mc ARong. 
Kentucky, Feb. 165. 
Im. 

Private Sears, Co. A, 12th. Reg. N. Y. 5. M :—My dear boy ; 
send me fifty cents, per bearer. I'll pay you as soon as I can. 

Moc Arnone. 
Iv. 

Publishers Vanity Fatr :—Send me some money. M. A. 

Now, let me ask, what could Ido? There were the banks, with 
Money in them; there was I, with none. Put this and that 
together, and you will see'that the action was one of vast stragetic 
importance. 

The Committee evince a disposition to hunt me down too merci- 
lessly. In time of War we should prepare for Peace, and when 
peace comes, I shall have nothing to live on. See? 

Ican not account for my purchase of five thousand horses at 
$150 apiece, selling them at $2,50 each, and buying them again at 
$76. It may have been done during a temporary aberration of 
intellect. I should think it quite likely. My grandfather used to 


have fits, I know. 


The horses belonged to my uncle. I sold them to his daughter's 
husband. 


VANITY FAIR. 
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But my reputation can not be tainted by any such underhand 
charges. Myself, and the officers und men and contractors with 
me, were actuated only by a desire to serve the country &c., &c., 
and I feel assured that this is realized by all my personal friends 
in the West and elsewhere. 

If I get once out of this scrape, I will lick every man of that 
Committee the first chance I get. Meanwhile, how can I get some 
good cheap newspaper....the Tribune, for instance....to do my 
blowing ? Mc ARONB. 


ee 
JONATHAN ON THE RAMPAGE. 


By thunder! hadw it shakes a feller up 
To m ke him whop aradund so in his feelin’s : 
Fust p’r’aps he's tickled ; then he feels so bad 
The cus he ain't wo'th shucks, or tater-peelin’s. 


It’s on’y t’other day the glor’is noos 
It sot me all of a trimble; fust and last 

I must ’a’ yelled nigh onto a thadusan’ times : 
No buckle couldn’t ’a’ hild my tradusis fast. 


My patience, wot a change! Sence that news come 
Badut the Merrimac a-mowin' sich a swath 

An’ scairin’ folks—way up as far as Noo York— 
I've jest b’enf sick enough for chick'n broth. 


It’s jest the way the hull darned war’s b’en fit ;— 
We've sot an’ laa/t at rebel enterprise : 

An’ fust we kno~’d we've got an awful wipe 
By jest the thing we’ve wantid to dispise. 


Wut fun they made o’ Hottrns’s Steam Ram !— 
But w’en that Ram come buttin’ dadwn the river 
The blaistid boastin’ fools, they cut ’n’ run 
As ef the Devil ’d sot ’em in a quiver ! 


So ’twooz in Hampton Roads two weeks ago 

The fools in epperlets, there, dadwn t’ Munroe, 
Heerd wut the Merrimac wooz gunteh ded, 

But sot an’ grinned, an’ said, ‘‘ I waut to know !’’ 


Them stoopid wooden friggits lay aradund, 
Reaay I s'pose to sink the thing, fust pop: 

’S ef tron wa'n't iron, w’ether on Merrimacs 
Or Monitors,—frum wutever forgin’-shop ! 


An’ wut’s the sekel? W’y, in ’badut a twinklin’, 
One on ’em 's sunk an’ t’other’s sarved wuss yit : 
The Minnesota 'd gone the same way tedo, 
Ef Worpen’s Battery hedn’t come an’ fit. 


That battery ought to ’a’ b’en there all the w’ile! 
They ought to ’a’ hed it done six months ago ! 
An’ hailf-a-dozen more, as s/rong ag'in ! 
Instid o’ sneerin’ at an American foe ! 


Wal, let’s be glad the Monitor wooz there /— 
But we must hev more Monitors! *Iwo'n’t deo 
To trust to duck, w’en such a sartinty 
As that darned ship keeps sailin’ into view ! 


W’ere’s that air Srevens’s consarn they tell of, — 
That’s sunk so much—although it’s high an’ dry ? 
Let’s git her adut ef it takes a mint to ded it ! 
An’ jest for a change like,—let’s be 80 ’t ’o spry ! 


We needn’t think, becuz the Western noos 

Shows Price is runnin ag’n, we’ve settled the hash 
Of the C. S. A.—We’ve got to lose more men 

An’ fiddle away considabel more cash. 


By mighty! Gover’ment hes got to lairn 
It ain’t no Greaser tribe we're fightin’ ag’in ! 
We fit fust-rate in 'Forty-six : but naow 
We've got to fight fusi-rater fore we win ! 


a 
“ This, Our Sister.” 


‘* That's a wretchedly careless maid,’’ complained the Landlady ; 
‘‘she has gone off to market without cleaning the parlor a bit. I 
wish she might never return !’’ 

‘‘ Say rather, Madame,” replied the Little Joker, “that you 
wish she might Return to Dust!” 









































STEALING A MARCH. 


The ‘‘ Old Woman.’’-~‘‘ Ag, na !—yoor’s Tasree?—You’Lt HAVE TO MAKE LESS 
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A SONG IN THE GOOD OLD STYLE. 
I. 


Ho ! lasses on the green who dance 
Avert your hearts to-day, 

Nor favor with a winning glance 
Rebellion’s wild array : 

But ever, should the South wind bring 
Love-strains unto you, turn and sing 
Unto the high-strung Chick-er-ing 

So—— 


‘* No mo smiles for those who strow 
Wreaths where Treason passes, 

Sweet-heart lips for them no mo, 
Ne mo love mo lasses.”’ 


It. 


Call thus on Cupip : ‘‘ Snatch thy quiver, 
Thy twanging bow draw tight, 
And by Potomac’s gleaming river 
The dreary foemen smite :’’ 
And ever thus, now high now low, 
Let the same roundelay you know 
Unto the jingling ban-di jo 
‘¢ No mo smiles for those who strow 
Wreaths where Treason passes, 
Sweet-heart lips for them no mo, 
Ne mo love mo lasses.”’ 





A Complete Kit for our soldiers in New 
Mexico. 


Kur Carson. 





** Men of the Time.”’ 


In a new edition of a book with the above 
title, just published by the RourLepGegs, we 
find a notice of Exizaperu BLackweE tL, which 
is all right, of course; but, by some un- 
accountable oversight, the name of Fanny 
Fern has been omitted from the list. 





NOISE THAN THAT [F YOU WANT TO COME HOME UNKNOWNST TO M&, AFTER MIDNIGHT !’’ 








JACK DAVIS. 


During the attack on Elizabeth City, one of the shells that rattkd about the 
U. S. steamer Valley City entered the magazine and fell near an open barrel of 
powder. Joun Davis, the Gunner’s Mate, immediately sat down upon the 
barrel, which he kept thus covered until the flames were extinguishid. Daily 
Papers. 


O wild was the scene 

In the ship’s magazine, 

As the tars broached a powder-keg in it, 

When a shell, hissing hot, 

That came right to the spot 

Would have blown them sky-high in a minute, 


But for jolly Jack Davis 

Who squatted, to save his 

Messmates, on the barrel of powder, 

While the shot and the shell 

Round the good ship that fell 

Whizzed and rattled like hail, only louder. 


‘**But,’’ says Davis, ‘‘ no matter, 
Let the darned things clatter, 
Stern duty’s the thing for a gailor, 
So I'll sit and I’ll sit 

Till we blow up or split, 

As tight as a journeyman tailor.” 


Then let Congress that sits 

With contractors, by fits, 

On gunpowder, vote some compensatioa 
To that rara avis 

The Gunner’s Mate Davis 

Who sat on it—with reputation. 


Neptunian. 





There is an old saying that ‘‘oil is assuaging to troubled 
waters’’—which, perhaps, accounts for the fact that so many 
Swells of the seedy kind put great quantities of it upon their hair. 





‘* Shakespeare !” 


A newspaper paragraph informs the public that Lieut. Fyrre, 
U. S. N. has been put under suspension by the commanding officer 
of the Saranac, for drunkenness. Breathes there an individual 
with soul so indifferent to the blandishments of Wit, as to fail of 
discerning the association between ‘‘ Fyrrz under suspension’ and 
the ‘* Wry-necked Fife’’ of the perpetual gentleman whose name 
appears at the head of these lines? 





Soe aael 


A Neat Thing in Mythology. 


‘¢ What is the proper name of Ericsson’s famous Steam Ram? 
the Monitor, or the Minotaur 2” asked Joun Dovau of Ricuarp 
Rovau, the other day. 

‘*The Monitor, of course, you jibbering cretin !” replied R, R., 
who is plainspoken, though classical ; ‘‘don’t you see that it 
would be a Bull to call a Ram the Minotaur 2” 


-_— 
aa 


The Difference. 


An old English hunting song tells us that ‘‘ the Lark springs 
from the Corn.” 

On this side of the Atlantic the Lark generally springs from the 
Corn whiskey. 








The Music ot the Hemispheres. 


To the armies of the East, Looting is a favorite accompaniment, 
while with our armies on this Continent, Fifing is more the fashion. 





A Forty Piano-Power Con. 
Q. Why is a man going East from New York by steamboat like 
GorrscHALK the Pianist ? . 
A. Because he travels on the Sounp. 





“ Playing Dummy.” 


The heroine of Miss Marizpa Heron’s new play has, compara- 
tively, so very little to say that the title of the piece had better be 
altered, we think, to ‘‘ The Dumb—Belle of the Season.’’ 
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WAR TALK AMONG THE LADIES. 


TH E 
steady 
batch of 
war news 
—good 
ne ws— 
that was 
served up 
hot thro’ 
out last 
week occa- 
sioned un- 
usual ex- 
citem ent 
among 
the ladies. 

VANITY 
Farr has 
before 
been 
struck 
with the 

— e c centric 
notions common to every little dear concerning the campaign, but 
never was his attention more decidedly attracted by them than 
since the memorable Union victory at Hampton Roads. Ladies 
are always more enthusiastic about such things than are the crea- 
tures whom they most adore. We never knew a real womanly 
lady who read further than the display headings in the dailies. 
Asarule a man will observe that his especial favorite finds her 
most refreshing news in the matrimonial, natal, and obituary 
columns, and her amusement in the absurdities of the ‘‘ Personal’ 
and ‘‘ Bosom Partners Wanted,’’ departments of the leading 
journals. Fort Sumter, Bull Run, Mason & Strpaxx, Fort Donelson, 
and the Monitor and Merrimac elicited unbounded interest, how- 
ever, in crinoline circles, and the peculiarities of this very interest 
itself may be called unusually interesting. You must never 
attempt to correct any wrong impressions that your lady friends 
may have formed of this that or the other heroic circumstance. 

You must never tell your wife that the members of the 1000th 
Regiment did not one and ail jump gallantly across the Tennessee 
river, and land their great seven-league boots on the sconces of a 
regiment of rebeis in Fort Donelson. Should you attempt to trim 
her simple facts, she will perhaps become infinitely disgusted with 
the war, the 1000th Regiment, General McCrgnxan and yourself. 

Vanity Farr has been told repeatedly during the past few days 
by some of the most winniug of their sex that the Merrimac carried 
four thousand guns, several feet measurement, a crew of eighty 
thousand men, eight feet high, and all celebrated as midnight 
assassins, poisoners, child-eaters and bad characters generally. The 
Merrimac, had she escaped, would undoubtedly have levelled New 
York and Brooklyn in fifteen minutes, and had the inhabitants 
carted away over land to Richmond. But the Monitor was the 
Davip to this formidable Gottarn, and slew him (or her, to keep 
up the marine distinction of sex.) The Monitor, say the dear girls, 
is a trifle bigger than.a saloon parlor, and carries only two little 
bits of guns, and four men besides Captain Worpen, Chief Engineer 
Srimers, Assistant Engineer Newton, and the steward. Yet the 
Monitor fired five shots a second for a whole morning at the Mer- 
rimac and drove that dreadful creature back to the region of the 
Dismal Swamp, where she belonged. 

Hence the Monitor isa duck of a boat, a dear, darling, little 
craft, and belongs to the ‘t Oh—isn’t—she—sweet?” class. It is 
impossible to refute the assertion of one well-posted charmer that 
the Monitor generally sails about fifteen feet under water, and that 
she dived under the keel of the Merrimac and bored a few wrought- 
iron ball holes in her hull far below the water mark. It is equally 

impossible to deny the cheerful statement made by another equally 
gifted beauty, that the lively little Monitor turned summersaults 
in the very face of the raging enemy, and would have made 
grimaces of a provoking character had her countenance been more 
mobile than wrought-iron countenances generally are. These 
and similar pleasing ideas go to convince us that there is nothing 
especially impossible for the Union arms, either by land or sea, in 
the eyes of our admired admirers—and Jonnny who has “ gone 
for a soldier,” and Jack who has shipped for a tar, may feel per- 
fectly sure that the greater their deeds of startling heroism the 


— will be their credit with the girls they have left behind 
them. 
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‘Spouting Wretches.’: 
A Pawnbroker’s customers. 
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THE TAX LEVY. 
How iT works on Vanrry Farr!! 


CONUNDRUMS REDUCED!!! 














Indignation 
THE 


Meeting ir! 


PUBLISHER 


ALG ENDS HAPPIQY!!:! 
etc., etc., etc. 
a 
On Wednesday last the following notice was posted conspicuously 
in the “ new and spacious” office of Vanrry Fair. 
TO CONTRIBUTORS. 


In consequence of the recent heavy tax imposed by Congress upon the Press, 
the Publisher of Vaniry Fair finds himself obliged to reduce the price of conun- 
drums, which, in future, will be paid for at the rate of $6.00 per doz. 

The little group of Vanity Fairies that gathered about this 
“‘ Notice” was filled with the greatest indignation at the revolting 
intelligence contained in the last line of the same. Cries of 
‘blood! blood !’’ resounded through the hall, and a wild rush 
was made for the Publisher, who only eluded the fury of his 
pursuers by dodging behind his subscription list. The baffled con- 
tributors then retired in a body to the inner sanctum, upon which 
the Publisher came forth from his hiding place and made good 
his escape by letting himself down to the street by the rope in the 
hoistway. 

The first paroxysm of rage being passed, the contributors cooled 
down somewhat, and concluded to have recourse to less violent 
measures than those they had at first adopted. An indignation meet- 
ing was accordingly resolved upon, and the Brawny Editor—who 
has been a contributor himself and sympathizes with that much 
abused class—was called to the chair. A record of the proceedings 
of the meeting is herewith appended. 





Tue CaareMan briefly stated the purpose of the meeting. An 
invasion had been made upon the ‘sacred soil” of revenue. The 
price of conundrums had been reduced from $12. to $6.00 per 
dozen. This item of reduction was a slight one in itself, but it was 
evidently the precursor of others of a more devastating nature. 
His own salary might be the next point of attack. It behooved 
every one, therefore, to resist this reduction with vigor. Editor and 
contributors were now banded together in a movement to save 
their mutual bacon, and, for himself, he was willing and ready 
to ‘‘ die on the last flitch.”’ (‘‘ Hear, hear” and cries of ‘‘ hunkey 
boy !’’) 

“Tag Serious Contrisutor’’ rose to inquire if the Chairman in- 
tended a joke in his concluding remark 

Tue Cuatr decided that the inquiry was out of order. 

‘‘Tae Unpersianep’’ rose to propose ‘drinks all around.’ 
(cheers.) 

Tue Cuarr decided that such propositions were always in order. 
(MaxIMiLLI1An, the office-boy, was sent out for the required refresh- 
ment.) 

Tue Avtnor oF THE ‘‘ ConrEssIoNs OF AN Omnipus Horse” wanted 
to know if the word ‘‘ conundrums” in the Publisher's pronun- 
ciamento included in its meaning squibs, sallies, squirts, flings, 
jeux desprit and ‘ two liners.” 

THe WELL-DREssED ContrisutTor had no doubt that such was the 
case. The Publisher was mean enough for anything. 

‘*X” (Dem., the hero of a thousand jokes) thought it was an 
outrage. He had heretofore been able to dine very comfortably 
on one conundrum. It would cost him two if the Publisher’s high- 
handed proceeding was submitted to. 

THe Wett-Dressep Contrisutor said that he was then engaged 
upon a series of jokes calculated to startle the universe, and which 
were sure to be copied in every exchange paper on the face of the 
globe, from the heights of Popocatapetl to the mines of Siberia. 
He should feel constrained, however, to stop work on them under 
the circumstances. 

Tue AvutHor or ‘Tae Conressions, Bro’’ said that the price of 
jokes should be increased rather than diminished. He had found 
it very difficult to make a joke of late. He was frequently com- 
pelled to go up on the roof of his boarding-house and exercise for 
hours on the simplest joke before he could bring it to perfection. 

‘‘Tue Unpersicnep’’ said that he labored under the same dis- 
advantage. He had recently gone into “training” again, and 
made a habit of lifting the most ponderous witticisms he could 
obtain, every morning, before breakfast. He expected soon to be 
able to “put up” one of Punch's 250-pounders with great ease. 
He was very bitter in his remarks on the proposed reduction. 

THE GENTLEMAN WHO WRITES THE SonneTs—(he has a mild, blue 
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| STEEL FIXINGS FOR EVER! 


| The charm is broke of ‘‘ Heart of Oak’’ 
| Our ancient naval friend, 

| And Iron we sing, of metals king, 
That shot nor shell can rend. 

| Ensheathed in steel, from deck to keel, 
| Our future ships must be, 

| And o’er the tide to victory ride, 

| Black Warriors of the Sea. 


} 
| With wood and «ail 'gainst steam in Mail, 
| Of fighting who would dream ? 
| Drake must have struck with oak and duck 
| Opposed to steam and steel. 

No more delays, for coming frays 
| Build steamers iron-clad ; 
| Our Naval Schools, long ruled by fools, 
| For Monitors are mad. 
| 


\; Let vain Jonn Butt ’s their metal hulls 
| The best things out declare ; 
| We've skill enough with native stuff 
To beat Britannia ware 
| When comes the tilt, we'll see who’s spilt, 
| Or first from combat swerves ; 
| In iron ships, the party whips 
That has the iron nerves. 


' | Qur tourney plain the rolling main, 
: | A jousting we will go, 
| And all our coast defend (see Post) 
| With just a Worp-en-blow. 
| Congress be kind, and raise the wind 
For which the navy waits ; 
| Our foes to dish just wher we wish, 
| We only need the plates. 


= a ™ 
The Modern Mahomet. 

| The Mountain would not come to Fremoyr 

| —8o Fremont has gone to the Mountain. 

AL ees Sie Ra 

Interesting to Fast Young Men. 


Suggestive Man (to Swell with Pin. )—‘* Yes, A VERY NEAT ARTICLE, INDEED—BUT 


If ‘‘ when you are old you Can’t,” doesn’t 
, 
DON’T YOU THINK JT WOULD BE MORE APPROPRIATE ON YOUR SHOULDER, JUST Now?” 


it follow that as you get older you Canter? 

















eye and is given to plug tobacco)—wanted to know if the jokes in 
the paper had not been pretty bad lately, (Hisses and cries of 
“shame! shame!” from all parts of the house.) 

Tue Weit-pressep Contrisutor moved that Taz GENTLEMAN WHO 
WRITES THE Sonvets should be broken upon the wheel. 

“Tue Unpersianen’’ moved to amend by striking out all after 
the words *‘ should be” and inserting ‘‘ hacked to pieces with rat- 
tail files.’’ 

An animated debate now took place. 

Tue Wett-pRessep Contrisutor urged that there were not files 
enough at hand to accomplish the work. 

“Tue Onpersianep” yielded gracefully to the plea of his col- 
league. He moved to still further amend by substituting the word 
“ Tribune” for ‘‘ rat-tail.” 

Tue GENTLEMAN WHO writes THE Sonnets here uttered a deep 
groan and was heard to mutter ‘“‘ Take any other shape but that !” 

Tue Autuor or ‘“ Tux Conressions’’ etc., wished to be heard on 
the side of humanity. Rat-tail files were bad enough, but Tribune 
files were so much worse that even the savage would hesitate to 
adopt them as instruments of torture. He trusted that every one 
present who had a spark of feeling in his bosom would vote for the 
wheel process. 

Tue Cuarie then put the original motion, which was unanimously 
carried. It was next resolved to send Max«miLLian out for a wheel, 
as soon as he should return with the drinks. 

[Tue GENTLEMAN wHO writes THE Sonnars here attempted to 
speak in his own defence. He had only got as far as ‘‘ childhood’s 
sunny hour” when he was interrupted by a great disturbance with- 
out. Hilarious shouts were heard on the landing, and presently the 
great Mc Arnone burst into the room, accompanied by his young 
friend, the lieutenant of light quadroons, and the inevitable black- 
and-tan terrier. Mc Arnone had just come up from his splendid 
chateau at Scoby Corner, N. J., and, meeting MaxmiLLIAn on his 
way back to the office, had, with characteristic impartiality, con- 
fiscated the drinks. On learning the offence of THe GznTLemMan 
WHO WRITEs THE Sonnets, the redoubtable General drew his sword 





J 


and threatened to cut that hapless poet’s head off. He was instautly 
bound and gagged and put away in the coal-scuttle. 

Mc Arone being thus pacified, the business of the meeting was 
resumed. 

‘‘Tue Unpersianep”’ said that the course of the Publisher in the 
present instance was oppressive and unjust. L[t was well known 
that he (the Publisher) was rolling in wealth and three ceut pieces. 
The circulation of Vanrry Farr, already enormous, was increasing 
every day. Living in bloated ease himself, he wished to reduce his 
contributors to the condition of writers for the daily papers. He, 
for one, would never submit. 

Tue WeEtLt-pressep Contrisutor here rose and said, in a voice 
husky with emotion, that he felt it necessary to make of himself a 
sacrifice. He would do the Curtivs thing and leap into the gulf. 
He then announced, as his ultimatum, that if the Publisher did 
not at once rescind the odious regulation and restore everybody to 
a state of fiscal felicity, he himself would retire from the paper 
and write henceforth for the Caucasian ! 


[This speech, as may be imagined, produced a sensation. The 
friends of the speaker gathered round and tried to induce him to 
re-consider his rash resolve. Tears and entreaties were alike in 
vain. Tas Wett-Dressep Conraisuror clung to his desperate 
threat. The Publisher was now sent for in hot haste, and, on 
being informed of the position of affairs, lost no time in making 
the concession required of him. Touched with remorse at the 
misery he had wrought, the Publisher then presented to each one 
of the contributors a large and handsome silver-pitcher, which they 
all swore they would wear ever next their hearts. 

The meeting then adjourned sine die. | 


‘“‘The Mould of Fashion,” 





Broadway Mud. 
And *‘ The Glass of Form.” 


The lens of the Photographer. 
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